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strong/' the Swami called out. "Look at the
girls skating with the boys. What freedom!
Wish it were so in my country. So innocent and
pure! It is a sight for the gods to behold.
Come, let us go on the ice. Can you skate?"

"Yes/' I said, "I love skating. Everyone
in Holland skates/'

The ice was slippery, and the Swami had
difficulty in keeping his balance.   But he
enjoyed it immensely.

On our way home he talked about India, her
poverty, and the restricted life of her women.
"When shall we also be wealthy and free?" he
sighed. Then he became cheerful again, and he
told me about the customs in India, the different
people he had met during his life of wandering,
their ways of living, speech and dress; about
the pilgrimages and temples, and the Sadhus
meditating on the banks of the Ganges.

It was most interesting to me. It all sounded
like a story of another world. At last, I re-
marked, "India is a holy land, indeed. The
people there must be better than our people in
the West."

At this the Swami smiled, and said, " Human
nature is the same everywhere. But with us
everything, except the zenana, is open and
exposed. We cannot even keep our natures
secret. But you know very nicely how^A do
that. You all wear masks. Whea^gp i Jg^^
pain, you smile; when you are p^i^eiT'BttyNa
few cheap tinsels to appear rich;j^h^n you are\^^


